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An untried bark is launched, not fraught with ſtore, 
Bound for Parnafſus, not for Indias ore; 
A timid ſemale is her whole contents, 
Ye ſavagef pirates give her not offence; 
1 Merchants diſdain it. 'tis not worth a thought, 
Rich in their own great funds by genius * 
Ye great directors of poetic bb. 
Laſh not the fearful, maid with critic ire; 
In gentle breezes ſoftly guide heron, 
And laurelg wreathFexpect on her return. 
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Page 9. Inſtead of ring read ſing. 

Page 33. For guiting read quilting. 
Page 50. For they are read there. 

Page 68. For becpilder'd read bewilder'ds. 
Page 75. For wunrol read wunroll. 

Page 86. For look read lock. 
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IRS Tfor the author and next her production, 
A preface is wrote not as a deduction; 

Tho' full of humility, modeſt, and meek, 

Th'intent's to inhance and your favour beſpeak ! 

If I'm not wrong in my early conjecture, 

*Tis generally meant by way of a lecture; 

Lo prepare for impreſſion, each mind that would 

read, 

Like the counſel his client before he will plead; 

But here with permiſſion I beg to remark, 

One fits in the light, and one's left in the dark; 

Need I explain, you'll conclude *tis the poet, 

That's clouded with doubts and cannot forego ity 
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The reaſon is clear, he knows not his reader, 
While law fathoms all, nay, is the ſole leader; 
Vet half that it governs it cannot content, 

So fickle is fancy at even *twill repent 

An act of the morn, tho' done with perſuaſion, 
Of right—rapture of ſenſe makes the invaſion ; 
For often you blame when you wiſh to approve, 


Excited by paſſion or maddened witk love ; 
If you with yourſelves are fo ſeldom at eaſe, 


How can you expect that an author ſhould pleaſe? 

A ſtranger to you and your caprice in courſe, 

Excuſe her, if languid, where you would have 
force; 

You indulge your phyſician, let him come twice, 

Before he can give you for certain, advice ; 

Nay, thrice he may come, nor determine at laſt, 


Your pulſes beat too ſlow, but anon are too faſt ; 

This difficult caſe demands conſultation, 

Call the beſt judges we have in the nation ; 

A nervous diſorder will baffle their kill, 

Medicinal juices controul not the will ; 

For doctors agree that ſickneſs of ſpirit 

Can never be heal'd, though drugs have great 

merit, 

By phyſical rules, ſtill they preſcribe, for ſee 

Yon ignorant imperick has juſt took his fee; 
How 
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How could he refuſe When eſtate he has none, 


Twere fooliſh indeed for a poor younger ſon, 

Not to accept it when profuſion intreats, 

For gold without ſkill will do many great feats; 

A mixture of ſimples can do you no harm, 

So the good man withdraws and ſends you his 

charm; | 

You take it, ſtill find your diſorders increaſe, 

Till death proves the doctor and gives the 
releaſe; 

But what has phyſicians or councels to do 

With your burleſque preface, production or you? 


Hints a prudent good friend, pray come to an 
end, 

Connection obſerve, nor with ſatire are blend; 

Tis a dangerous theme, the gall'd will retort, 

And many, ſo many we have of this ſort ; 

No politic Lady would laſh them in rhime, 

Befides, you profeſs that you love the ſublime z 

Tis true, I prefer a celeſtial retreat, 

But then the terreſtial my maxims defeat 

Her barriers conhne me, for when I would fore 

Strong chains of the mortal oppreſs me ſtil] more; 

Return, little rover, the world will laugh at 

Your deſcriptions of ſoaring, ſinking leave that 
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Apology, make ſor your publication, 
With modeit aſſurance give the relation, 
What induced you to write the motives reveal; 
W a'ſt but for amuſement, why need you conceal? 
If trivial the cauſe, *tis ſo much the better, 
Heed not the cauſe Sir, if 'tis a good matter; 
My end is obtain'd—the public will judge, 
Some condemn, ſome commend, I'll owe them 
no grudge ; | 
Each rational being will think as he reads, 
Preferring his thoughts to what preference pleads, 
His opinion ſhould ſway, therefore I decline 
Explaining my view in invoking the nine ; 
I thank you, my friend, and am nevertheleſs 
Obliged to that kindneſs which hear you profeſs, 
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DEDICATION. 


T UST I by force a Dedication write, 
(I who have little of poetic light) 

But not without a kind permiſſion, 
Leſt I offend your grand condition. 
To aſk indulgence would affect my pride, 
But ſtill I hope your favour on my fide. 
With due ſubmiſſion I wou's dedicate 
This firſt eſſay, tho? doubtful of its fate; 
To ſons of candor, who for virtue care, 
And ſcorn to cramp the genius of the fair. 
Cruſh not theſe orphan volumes which I ſend 


As pilgrims thro? the world, be you their friend. 
The language poor — in manners not refin'd, 
Unfkill'd in art, for they were ne'er deſign'd 
For ſervile purpoſe, with a glaring ſhew; 
Nature has taught them every thing they know. 
Vor. I. 3 Be 
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Be partial then, my Lords; if you are kind 
They may exiſt — but to their faults be blind ; 
Youth claims indulgence, which I hope to ſhare, 
So for your kind deciſion I prepare; 
Ardently zealous to act well in all, 
Perhaps that very zeal will cauſe their fall : 
I give them birth, and feel a parent's pain, 
And wou'd protect them, but my aid is vain, 
At awful diſtance lowly now I bend, 
Intreating you, my Lords, to be their friend; 
The patronage of thoſe I humbly crave, 
Whoſe judgment may my labours cruſh or fave, 
What ſweet content would in my boſom reign, 
Should you applaud, and bid me on again; 
Trembling I ſtand, each nerve'srelax'd with fear; 
Now defamation's thund'ring in my ear 
Oh ſhocking Ma'am ! why your's is ſuch poor ſtuff} 
The three firſt pages would have been enough; 
We can't applaud, in juſtice to our taſte, 
Nor ſanction give, you write ſo much in haſte, - 
Granted I do; but I ſhall grow more calm 
As age comes on, more patient, and leſs warm; 
Bear with me now, let me but live a while, 
I'll ftudy to improve in thought and ftile ; 
In dedications tis a common mode 
To pay encomiums in a fulſome load. 
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But your heroic actions beſt will prove 

Your loyal zeal, and conſtancy in love; 
Your warm attachments to the Britiſh cauſe, 
Your love of freedom, and her happy laws, 
Far ſpread your merits with deſerv'd applauſe. 
Our gracious King beholds — and joys to find 
True loyal virtue — with ſuch valour join'd. 


For me ! what madneſs to attempt your praiſe, 

So much above my languid feeble lays. 

Let but your candour ſhield this firſt eſſay, 

I may deſerve — your ſmiles ſome — future days 

Till then, my Lords, with much reſpect in 
view, 

I reft with all ſubmiſſion ever due. 
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XN. RAN IA, deign to aid a roving 
U mind, 
K Too much of thought within my 
breaſt I find; 
So many objects ruſh in on my ſoul, 
All efforts vain to comprehend the whole. 
Sometimes a war is raging in my breaſt, 


Paſſion with paſſion, thought by thought oppreſs d: 
B 3 Each 
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Each has a claim, and warm'd with the debate, 
Union decamps, diſdaining ſuch a ſtate. 
Ceeleſtial muſe ! that has ſo often ſung, 

Heroic actions with thy heavenly tongue: 
Inſpir'd is all whenever thou has ſhin'd, 

Aſſiſt my numbers, give me thought refin'd. 
"Tis this I aſk: O hear me and comply! 

Grant me my ardent wiſh, or let me ie : 
Good ſenſe, true taſte, with eloquence diſplay'd, 
Language conſiſtent with your friendly aid, 
Say, heavenly Goddeſs, ſhall my ſuit be heard, 
Say, Siſters Nine, whom I have long rever'd ; 
And now a ſuppliant at your ſhrine I bend, 
Your kind aſſiſtance to my judgment lend: 
What off ring can I to your temples bring? 
Inſpire my feeble genius, fain I'd ſing, 

Some action noble, laudable, ſublime, 

Such as might pleaſe Parnaſſus favourite clime, 
Thy ſtrength, Minerva, oft I will implore, 
Each ſubject to aſſiſt, I aſk no more: 

Hear my requeſt, fulfil my ſtrong deſire, 

Grace my endeavours with cceleſtial fire: 
With due ſubmiſſion for ſuch favour ſhewn, 
My gratefulmuſe your kindneſs ſhall make known, 
But ye are heav'n-born goddeſſes divine, 
Mere mortal I, and nothing have ſublime : 
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3 
Yet I'm ambitious, wou'd be ſomething more, 
In thought I'm bold, but in expreſſion poor. 
Though quite deficient in deſcriptive lays, 
Yet thirſt to write with true poetic praiſe. 
Tumultuous objects crowd within my breaft, 
With ſuch emotion that I cannot reſt : 
In Fancy's mazeeachthoughtis nery'd and ftrong, 
But Fancy floats, and throng'd ideas come; 
Till, all bewilder'd, in a chaos led, 
Eclips'd is Reaſon, Muſe and Genius fled, 
A dreary waſte preſents itſelf to view, 
And barren plains alarm my foul anew : 
A dreadful gloom uſurps the place of mirth, 
And Nature ſickens on this fruitle& earth. 
Imagination's to confuſton wrought, 
Deſtroy'd the ſoul-felt energy of thought : 
What then is man ? this firſt beſt bleſſing loſt, 
His reaſon clouded, on a tempeſt toſt ; 
Rack'd with convulſive torture of the mind, 
Reſolves, retracts, and proves himſelf but blind. 
O hidden ſource of every ſolid joy 
Grant us thy aid, what then can man annoy. 
But Reaſon re · aſſumes her throne again, 

And drives old Chaos from the mad'ning brain. 
O for a theme ! this is the golden hour, 
Now Reaſon dawns with her approaching pow'r : 
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My mind is tranquil, pleaſing ſcenes appear, 
And rich Delight diſperſes every fear. 
A glorious proſpect, heav'nly fund of joy, 
Afﬀording ſcope for Reaſon's grand employ; 
All Nature's beauty op'ning to the ſight, 
Floats in a maze of infinite delight. 
Man ! thou great maſter of politic law, 
Fruitleſs thy ſearch to ſeek creation's flaw. 
The graceful ſtructure breathes an air of eaſe, 
And boaſts an Author of ſuperior praiſe. 
But vain's my feeble lethargy of ſkill, 


Too weak's my judgment, altho' ſtrong in will, 
To draw perfection with my erring quill. 

For even now, while thus I write, J fear, 

I tremble, dread ſome danger ſure is ncar. 

I feel the cauſe, *twill brave the public view, 
My trifling ſubject breathing nothing new. 
Come, Reſolution, lend thy aſſiſting hand, 
To ſpread my feeble efforts round the land. 
And you, my readers all, that may peruſe, 
Excuſe my language, tis an infant muſe. ' 
Suſpend your cenſure, for a while at leaſt, 
Then ſhou'd I treat you with a ſumptuous feaſt, 
Where nectar'd goblets over-flow with wine, 
Where gods and goddeſſes ſet down to dine. 
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Where rich libations animate the ſoul, 

While bands harmonious complete the whole. 
The laurel wreath my choſen gueſt ſhall crown, 
Whilſt ſome fair nymph ſhall ring his paſt renown. 
But ah ! T write alone, no muſe is here, 

I tremble, doubt—my pen drops down with fear. 
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The FRTIICITV of an ENGLISH 
JUBJECT, in Part diſplay'd. 


\ A 7 HILE other nations wear tyrannic 


chains, 

In Britain's iſle dear Liberty remains: 
A noble freedom we with peace enjoy, 
And nothing can our tranquil blifs annoy ; 
While virtuous George, our Guardian and our 

King, 
Governs,—this realm's ſecure from ev'ry ſting : 
Oh! Prince, renown'd, thiice happy on thy 
Example worthy of thyſeli alone; {ſthrone, 
Prudent, tho' young; tho* unexperienc'd, wiſe ; 
Immortal fame mult in thy cauſe ariſe ; 
To eaſt, weſt, north, and ſouth, thy praiſes blow, 
And laurels wreath t' adorn thy godlike brow z 
Belov'd by all, and reigning in our hearts, 
Thy grace benign to each its care impaits: 
Ever attentive to redreſs our wrongs, 
Whether domeſtic broil, or foreign Comes. 
When the Jate diſcord reach'd the Royal ear, 


With how much ſpeed, his vaſt parental care, 
Sum- 
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1 
Summon'd his council, and of meaſures thought, 
To fave thaſe rebels from the death they ſought: 
When each their beſt opinion then difplay'd, 8 
The country, quick again ſerene was laid; 
Redreſo d the Weaver's caſe, at once receiv d, 
And dying Commerce was by him reliey 'd. 
Patron of good, deterving of all fame, 
That can adorn the King, or private name. 
Urg'd on by principles of godly birth, 
Grand, moral precepts his bright guide on earth, 
Vice finds not place within his palace wall, 
Sacred to Victue, and Britannia's call: 
O people ! ſpeak the bloſſings you partake, 
And let no foreign arts our virtue thake ; 
France, ever jealous of our long-known fame, 
Is always ſtrenuous to eclipſe the ſame; 
But ſuch firm zeal dwells jn each Engliſh breaſt, 
Of Perſecution's ſelf it ſtood the teſt : 
Bricannia's ſons, nouriſh'd in freedom's field, 
Know how to prize dear Liberty, our ſhieid ; 
And high exalted on her throne of caſe, 
Look down contemptuous on all foreign ways: 
While other nations dare not ſpeak or look, 
Our Englith laws no voice did e'er rebuke; 
That ſpoke the dictates of an honeſt ſoul, 
But lanction gives without the leaſt controul ; 
| * 65. 
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Ves, ſo indulgent are our glorious laws, 
That all may groan, altho' they have no cauſe, 
Not ſo in France ; ſhould any dare declare 
His honeſt ſoul, if any ſuch be there ; 
F'en tho” it were from patriotic zeal, [ feel: 
Straight priſons, racks, wheels, tortures, gags they 
Not one in Francedares ſentiments make known, | 
Except pack'd miniſters of ſtate alone. 
Sacred goddeſs | — protect our Albion's iſle, 
Patroneſs of Liberty, ſtill on us ſmile. | 
'Tis here thou reign'ſt acknowledg'd and below d. 
Cheriſh'd by all, and by our King approv'd : 
Still may content crown all his future hours, 


And yield this ſovereign bliſs — his will be ours 


N, B. This poem was inſerted in the Gazetteer 
the 2d of January, 1767. 
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AS TE Edward, come, obey Love's call, 


Light of my life, my all in all; 
I burn, I languiſh, pine, deſpair, 
Now haſte thy Emma's heart to chear : 
My every thought is fill'd with thee, 
Come bring thy healing balm to me ; 
Cordial refreſhing to my ſoul, 
Thy pow'r alone can make me whole. 
Thou art the ſource of all my joy, 
What have I done thy ſenſe to cloy ? 
My ſoul lay ſmother'd, was not warm 
"Till firſt I met thy godlike form ; 
But at thy ſight I felt her move, 


I aſx'd the cauſe, and found it Love! * 


1 


All animated was her courſe, 


Each nerre then trembl'd with her force! 


Too foon thy voice my ear hath charm'd, 
And all my ſenſe thy ſubject warm'd ; 
Thy theme was love, the object me! 


Who from enchantment could ftand free? 


caught che ſweet ſeraphic flame, 

And thought thy breaſt had felt the ſame; 
When thou all elſe did ſhun but me, 

I gave my life, my ſoul to thee | 

Thy rich perfumes ſtill on me lay, 
Nor will Jwaſn them e'er away; 

No other ſhall my love de ſile, 
Should'ſt thou on Emma ceaſe to ſmile. 
O haſte, ye ling' ring minutes fly! 

Go fetch my love, quick, or I die. 

I melt, conſume, am alt on fire, 

I burn, I tremble with deſire ! 


What charm can ſooth thee to my breaft ? 


Depriv'd of thee I neer can reft ; 
Come then, all charming as thou art, 
Haite to thy love and footh her heart! 
Now Phoebus hafte, and run thy courſe, 
Apollo drive with all thy force, 

Permit the mantled night to come 

That brings each ardent lover home. 


'The 
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The night that is a lover's ſriend, 
When innocence with joy doth blend; 
Thy curtain kindly covers all, 

And love's protected by its fall. 

Thy ſable mantle draw around 

Until my ardent wiſh is found; 

The night is come, but Oh | my love, 


To me leſs kind than night will prove. 


Since I am left to ſigh alone, 

For nothing can thy loſs atone: 

The youths aſſemble round me all; 
But what are they ? 'tis thee I call; 
Not all their art can e' er unbind 
Thy image from my raptur'd mind: 
Their eloquence is loſt on me, 

I'm deaf to all but love and thee ; 
Thy form is chain'd within niy ſoul, 
Thou every paſſion ſhalt controul ; 
How canſt thou then ſo cruel be 

To keep ſubſtantial bliſs from me, 
With joys deluſive all I'm fill d, 

My happineſs by thee is kill'd; 

Silent J ſit, ügh and complain, 

My only with thee to regain: 

I ſhun the day and ſeek the night, 
Now thou art abſent from my fight ; 
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( 215 } 
What ſhall I do, or whither run? 
My wretched ſtate is juſt begun: 
In vain all ſports the youths prepare, 
My eaſy heart they would enſnare, 
For that's already done by thee, 
And my fix'd doom too plain I ſee. 
A noble peer this morning came, 
And pray'd me to accept his flame ; 
With ardour not to be expreſs'd 
He ſhew'd the paſſion of his breaſt, 


With eloquence and manly grace 


Diſplay'd the fervor of his caſe ; 

All proſtrate at my feet he fell, 

His every wiſh to me did tell. 

But I before by thee ſubdu'd 

Look'd on bis actions all as rude, 
And yet his pain might pity move 
If ought but thee I could approve : 
With eager ſpeed from him I run, 
And all thy ſex | ſtrive to ſhun, 
Since none can e'er thy place ſupply, 
For thee I liv'd, for thee will die. 
But tell me firſt where art thou fled ? 
To what more happy fair art led ? 


To whom thou gav'it what | have loſt, 
For which my life I would exhauſt, 


For 


= 


For that's my leaſt, my ſlighteſt care, 
The balm is gone that life ſhould chear, 
In thee I've loſt a richer ſtore 

Than ever mortal loſt before. 

In thee poſſeſs d I all my bliſs, 

And every ſweet found in thy kiſs ; 5 

Thy breath was ſcented with delight, 
And all was pleaſure at thy fight; 

Thy ev'ty glance ſhot thro* my ſoul, 
Thy ſingle nod could me controul ; 
Thy dear-commanding power was ſuch, 
Not all I did I thought too much. 

Why art thou gone, Oh tell me why ? 
That I my utmoſt ſkill may try 

To bring thee back to chear my hours, 
To charm my drooping, dying powers : 
1 call thee but thou wilt not hear, 

Nor to my plaintive toñe give ear; 

But was there magic in its force, 

The world ſhould tell me thy reſource ; 
The hills I'd charge, and liſt'ning grove, 
To uſher forth heroic love ; 

The valley too ſhould catch the fa. 
And love's ſweet eccho all rebound ; 
Each filent tree ſhould tell my flame, 


And in thy breaft infuſe the ſame ; 
Vol. I. C 
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With Spells I'd draw thee to my heart, 
And charm thee with my magic art; 
The fairy train ſhould all appear, 
And ſtrive thy every wiſh to chear, 
All dreſt in richeſt robes of gold, 
And every treaſure ſhould unfold ; 
Each nymph with grace ſhould tread the maze, 
And on their beauty thou ſhouldſt gaze; 
Enchanting muſic ſhould be play'd 
By the moſt lovely, handſome maid ; 
And thow I'd place on Love's high car, 
And at thy feet the God of war, 
And in thy hand a wreathe of flowers 
More fragrant than the blooming Bowers; 
Thy head with honours ſhould be crown'd, 
Thy veſt the richeſt could be found, 
I'd make each beauty, love and grace, 
Augment the grandeur of the place ; 
Fountains ſhould flow with nectar'd dew, 
While I the Feaſt prepare for you; 
And all thy paſſion I'd excite, 
Zephyrs ſhould fan thee with delight ; 
Till pleaſure crowns our ſtrongeſt ſenſe, 
And we might love without offence, 
But Oh ! enchantreſs I am none, 
Thou art loſt and Tm undone ; 
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My throbbing heart is big with grief, 
Still thou denieſt me all relief. 

I wring my hands and tear my hair, 
I'm rack'd and tortur'd with defpair ; 
My treſſes much admir'd before. 
Shall ne'er adorn my temples more: 
Each lock in wild diſorder lays, 

The emblem of my mind diſplays ; 
My richeſt robes neglected lay, 
They fade in friendly ſympathy. 

My maid entreats, but all in vain, 
Her eager with ſhe would obtain, 
Prays me to dreſs and think no more, 
But be myſelf juſt as before. 

Yet Oh alas ! that cannot be, 

My ardent With is all for thee, 


And leſſer things of courſe give place; 


Nought can thy image e'er efface. 
What have I done, O tell me now, 


That thou haſt broke thy ſacred Vow ? 
Thro' all its bounds haſt burſt thy way; 


Will nothing e'er thy rage allay ? 
If thou till breath'ſt my love return, 
So ſhall thy EMMA ceaſe to mourn ; 
Or if thou canſt not come to me, 
With eager ſteps I'll fly to thee, 

C 2 


5 


T 0 
Then pray diſtract my ſenſe no more, 
But tell me all I thee implore ; 
Give me to know thy dear retreat, 
With every ſweet I will thee greet ; 
For all my peace for thine I'd give, 
Let me but know that thou doſt live, 
*T'is all I aſk, but this beſtow, 
So ſhalt thou eaſe my poignant woe. 
Why was I fram'd by nature fair ? 
Or why my heart didſt thou enſnare? | 
To that I owe my preſent pain, 8 
Nor can 1 now my peace regain : 
My thoughts are wild, diſtracted all, 
My voice is loſt, yet thee I call; 
J call thee with my dying breath, 
And claſp thee in the ſhades of death : 


But thou, my Love, art not to blame, 

Tis I am chang'd, thou art the ame; 

I can no more thy fancy pleaſe, 

And thou no more canſt bring me eaſe. 

My father much in haſte is here, 
And bids me for the day prepare : 

Prepare for what ? Oh name it not } 

Let it for ever be forgot. 

Strait on my knees to him I fell, 

And all my foul to him did tell; 


But 


1 

But he unmov'd with wrath reply'd, 
*« You wed to-day, for that provide.” 
Then lo! a noble youth appear'd, 
All hearts but mine he might have chear'd 
But mine ſo full with love for thee, 
The world combin'd can't ſet me free. 
From them I flew diſorder'd much, 
And with my maid I counſel'd ſuch, 
To leave my father in the night, 
The world to rove but for thy ſight: 
My confident with me agreed; 
I from their power now am freed : 
Oh!] could I but behold thy face, 
My grief would inſtantly give place: 
ror now I wander all forlorn, 
To woods and groves I make my mourn, 
[ tell my grief to hills and rocks, 
A cliff in friendly pity drops 
If rocks can melt and ſtones give way, 
What ſhould a tender lover ſay * 
Should he not wade thro' ſeas of blood, 
To do his conſtant fair one good? 
That taſk is mine; my love is ſuch, 
T'!l do it all, nor think it much; 
Name but the place of thy abode, 
Zephyrs Mall guide me in the Road; 
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Eccho ſhall tomy Ear rebound, 

The wind ſhall bring the charming ſound, 
With ſpeed I'll tread the flow'ry way, 
And all thy wiſh haſte to obey. 

Thou wilt not name thy dear abode, 
Nor Zephyrs guide me in the road | 
Madneſs ! Confuſion ! Where am I? 
Oh * FipDELL, help me or I die! 
Now lay me on my mother earth, 

For life to me is nothing worth ; 

Oh death ! infold me in thy arms, 
Thy meagre ſhade to me brings charms, 
Ah me! behold, what do I ſce ! 

My raviſh'd heart ! *tis he ! *tis he! 
Come back my fleeting ſpirits all! 

My love has heard my ardent call ! 

My joy's ſupreme! My rapture's great l 
Immenſe delights thy preſence wait. 
Seraphic Extaſies I feel! 

My ſenſes all begin to reel 

Oh ! cruel death, one moment ſtay, 
Nor ſnatch me in the face of day ; 

Let me but take one kind adieu, 

And tell my love how much I'm true. 


* FIDpELL, the Name of the Maid. 


5 
My eye-ſight fails, I ſee him not; 


Tell him he never was forgot ; 

Tell him, for him I would have ſtay'd, 
But death hath all my ſtrength allay'd : 
Tell him, when death has laid me low, 
I blame not him for all my woe : 
Hark, muſic ſoft allures my ſenſe ! 

And ſee, that angel calls me hence ! 
come; farewel to all my love, 

In worlds unknown I go to rove : 
Darkneſs ! confuſion ! where am I? 
Where is my Love? I die! I die 
Now let me claſp thee in my arms; 
Oh cruel death ! thy dread alarms 

Has bound me faſt within thy power, 
And all my ſtrength thou doſt devour, 
My memory Love, I thee implore ; 

My powers are fled, I can no more ! 


A moment ſtay, my charming wife 
Thy EnwarD's here; O ſpare her life | 
Ye powers divine that know my heart, 
Take not from me my better part! 
Am I return'd to fee thee die? 

To ſee thy form in ruin lie! 
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To ſee thee wreck'd in fight of land, 
And cannot lend a ſaving hand! 
For now thy bloom all fades apace, 
Lillies uſurp the roſes place 
Oh ſpare my eyes the ſhocking ſight ! 
I came thy virtue to requite. | 
Hence tyrant death, leave this dear ſrame, 
Perfection is her lawful name; | 
Hadit thou but'eyes to ſec her face, 
Beauty would plead her piteous caſe ; 
Her features all with grace would plcad, 
Thou wouldſt not, couldſt not ſtrike her dead. 
But why do I complain to thee ? 
Thou haſt not power to ſet her free. 
Angelick Form, here will I ſtay, 
And ſigh my crime and life away; 
And yet my crime was all for thee, 
I fied to keep my charmer free. 
Our fathers only were to blame, 
But they can never ſtain our fame; 


Our love was of the pureſt kind, 


With holy rites we did it bind, 

And ſecret all our paſſion was, 

Till cruel fate divulg'd the cauſe. 

For ever curſed be that day 

That did our ſecret flame bet: ay; 
Tha 
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That day which ſorc'd me from thy Sight, 
Let it for ever reſt in night. 
And yet the day was not to blame, 
Twas malice that proclaim d the lame. 
The Gods did envy me my joy, 
And therefore did our Sires annoy. 
But Oh alas! my EMMa's dead, 
With her my happineſs is fled, | 
Forgive me Love, I lay thee here, 
A moment more my death 1s near ; 
Deſtruction, madneſt, deepeſt woe 
Now ſink me down; Where ſhall I go? 
Oh where, to find a moment's eaſc, 
Or how thy ſhade ſhall 1 appeaſe ? 
This inſtant death ſhall ſet me free; 
My lovely wife Fll quick to thee. 
Ah! but I lcaye thy form expos'd, 
Thy mouth not ſhut, thy eyes not clos'd ; 
Let me beftow each funeral rite, 
Then welcome eveilaſting night. 
May I preſume thy hand to touch, 
Dear rapture great, it is too much! 
She breathes, and loft, her foul returns ! 
Speak quick my lite, thy huſband mour 
My extaſy ſupreme how great 
Now every bleſſing on us wait! 
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Let me this inſtant take thee hence, 
Nor give thee ever more offence ; 


Our happineſs extreme is near. 

My love! my life ! my huſband here 
Do I behold thee with my eyes ? 

Yes, yes, my love, let this ſuffice 
Now give not way to all thy joy, 

Leſt tranſport ſhould thy ſtrength annoy ; 
Let's hence for England, there you'll find 
Subſtantial bliſs and freedom join'd ; 

And ſee, my chaiſe now waits thy will, 
Thy every wiſh I will fullfil, 

Conduct me to the happy lands 
Where Reaſon rules and Right commands; 
There every comfort we ſhall ſhare, 
Thanks to the gods for all their care. 


Adieu to country, kindred, all ; 
Now Edward's come, the glorious call 
[ will obey ; fathers farewell, 

Our liberty you ſhall not ſell. 


Now Emma lives in Edward's ſmiles, 
Adieu to France with all her wiles | 
Kind Neptune] now propitious prove, 
While on the ſea our bark does move; 


Conduct | 
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Conduct us ſafe to the domains 

Of Britain's king, where Glory reigns ! 
There vile Oppreſſion lives no more, 
But all with joy their King adore | 

For when we tread on England's ground, 
That bleſſed land for good renown'd, 
Our ſouls will feel a mutual caſe, 

No horrid cuſtoms there can teaze. 

The dread of cloyiters, caves and cells 
We leave behind, terreſtial hells ! 

No force can tear my Love from me, 
"Tis there alone we can be free. 


Dear Edward | now our joy's compleat; 
Tranſcendent bleſiings on us wait! 
I ſee the wiſh'd for port 1s near, 
And now we land! Adieu to fear, 


Lov'd Edward, welcome to this ſhore, 
Here cruel Fate ſhall frown no more; 


In noble Freedom now we breathe, 
The Gods to us do bliſs bequeath ! 


Sweet Emma, now take the reward 


For all thy virtuous, kind regard; 
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Perfections center in thy mind, 

In thee thy ſex's charms I find: 

Let every tongue proclaim thy praiſe, 
Bright Virtue ſhines in all thy ways; 
O matchleſs Emma ! words are faint, 
I cannot half thy merits paint: 
Tumultuous rapture fills my heart, 
Thy merits great ſuch bliſs impar: ! 
In joy ſupreme each ſenſe is led, 


The pow'r of ſpeech from me is fied ! 


Edward, no more, thy bounty's ſuch, 
The praiſe you give me is too much; 
But I would ſacrifice my life 
To live and die thy conſtant wife. 


Ye blooming fair that read my fate, 
Stay for your Edward, tho” tis late; 


For when he comes he'll then repay 


Your patience for a long delay : 
Now. I am bleſt beyond compare, 
Since Edward's mine, my only care 
Shall be to keep him fo for life; 


Do you the ſame, ne'er think of Strife; 


Marriage will then be quite the taſte, 
And ALL will ed, not part, in HASTE. 


Critic, 


29.3 
Critic, methinks I hear you ſay, 
«© Madam, ſet off ſome other way; 
* And when you mean to ſhew your taſte, 
Pray don't begin and end with HASTE,” 
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Diſplayed in a Volatile Train of IDEAS. 


By a young LADY. 


OW Phoebus fills his throne above, 
And kindly ſheds his beams below, 
His rays are meſſengers to love 


If you agree to make them ſo. 


The dews ſuperfluous that reſt, 


When Earth has drank her wonted fill, 


His beams he makes with each conteſt 
To ſip it up with eager ſkill, 


Tis 
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*Tis now he drinks the pearly dew, 

Each ray his ſervant takes his part, 

And thus the earth is dry'd for you, 
Leſt you by damp ſhould feel ſome ſmart, 


Then riſe betimes, enjoy the Morn, 
The fragrant breeze affords delight, 
Phoebus ! each mountain's top adorn, 
And mix thy gold with azure bright! 


Thy various ſhades ſpread round the lat, 
And let us fee thy beauties all, 

On us thy glory now expand : 

Phoebus has heard my ardent call! 


Triumphant ſplendour he exhales, 
His thirſt is laid by Heaven's dew, 
And every heart his fight regales, 
His luſtr'd beams are ſhed for you! 


Come, haſte each graceful nymph to bleſs, 
Nor waſte your time in ſlothful eaſe ; 
Let every youth his flame confeſs, 
And ſtrive his beauteous fair to pleat. 
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Then ſhall each virgin, chaſte and fair, 
With noble confidence and love, 

With ev'ry eager ſtep repair N 

To meet the youth ſhe doth approve. 


. Then take a morning healthſul walk, 
And each converſing with her friend, 
Of Nature's beauty then you'll talk, 
So ſhall your thoughts together blend. 


For now cach plant a verdure wears, 
With dew refreſh'd they raiſe each head, 
The Earth's inrich'd by Heaven's tears, 
And Nature ſmiles where'er you tread. 


T he fragrant morn invites you all, 


Each voice mounts up to Heaven clear. 


771 Then haſte her ſummons to obey, 

* | The lark and linnet jointly call, 

= - - They tune their notes, proclaimipg day. 
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104 Each pretty warbler greets the morn, 
5 And glad to ſee the day appear, | 
4% " 5. v6 

1 Each yielding ſpray they do adorn, 
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Melodious harmony they make, 

Their offering to the God divine 

Oh ſlothful man ! come haſte, awake, 

Let Contemplation fill thy mind ! 


For Contemplation's pleaſing theme 
Both charms the ſenſe, and feeds the ſoul, 
It is a pleaſing heave'nly dream 

That makes us long to know the whole. 


When'er I take a walk, I think 

How Nature doth her ſtrength diſplay ; 
How chains of beings here do link ; 
Then next reflect on night and day. 


» 4... 


J love to view and gaze on all, 
Till admiration fills my mind; 
Then to the God of nature call, 


And all my ſenſe in rapture find ! 5 


Then down I fit and ſpeculate, 

I view Creation's glorious plan! 

All diſcontent my mind doth hate, 
And Nature's beauteous maze I ſcan. 


Vor. I. D * Ti 


F 
rl 
is 

4 
, 
- if 
7 
17 
7 7 * 
95 
= 
= 
* "A 


r 


7 
* — * — * 


IWR 
23 


— 
——— — — — — a . = 
- *** ä a 
i 4 at ww _ - 4 
+ 


1 
— — 323 * - * 
5 — 5 2 $” Jos . AS 42 
IS Cen bo try es — —— 
* 


— 
— — 


L 34 ] 


* 'Tis kindneſs great, unequall'd love! 
Our every fee} a God doth prove ; 

This is ſo obvious, all muſt own, 
That he is King, and reigns alone, 


Inſpire my muſe with light divine, 
Thy luſtre give, fo ſhall it ſhine ! 
Permit me not from Truth to ſtray, 


But guide me in that brilliant way ! 


Oh Majeſty Supreme an high! - 

My theme would greet Thee in the ſky ! 
Correct my thoughts, refine them all! 
Great Lord of Worlds, on Thee I call ! 


Teach me my thoughts juſt to diſplay, 
I'll offer Thee the grateful lay! 

Could I this inſtant but expreſs 

What now I feel, I would confeſs ! 


* As the fimplicity of the ſtile will eafily prove this to 
be an extemporary Poem, I hope that will apologize for this 
alteration of the confonancy of the verſe, 
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I'd write it with a pen of gold, 
And all thy beauty would unfold ! 
But Thou, in pity to our caſe, 
Haſt veil'd the luſtre of thy face! 


For were our mortal eyes to view 

Thy glories all, how great and new 
The dazling ſight would ſtrike us blind, 
If half thy beauties ever ſhin'd ! 


Then when I look beneath the Sun, 
And view this world, how 'twas begun, 
How out of nothing all took Place, 

My foul is fill'd with love and grace! 


In every plant, in every tree, 
A God Supreme in all I ſee; 
Seraphic joy fleets to my ſoul, 
And adoration crowns the whole ! 


Atheiſt now haſte thy God to find 
Let Fires Divine exalt thy mind! 
Come taſte the joys that me inſpire, 
That both may God alike admire. 
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Let elevated thoughts ariſe, 
Let all to him give up the, praiſe; 
To God alone the praiſe is due, 
This world He made for us and you. 


If any Atheiſts yet there be, 
Let ſpeculation ſet them free ; 
Come penetrate Creation's plan, 


Adore your God, the God of man. 


For ſure, did they but view the land, 
Nature and Beauty would command 
Their minds to open at the ſight, 

And ſoon they'd ſee the heavenly light. 


Dear Contemplation, ever ſweet |! 
Thy healing balm my ſoul doth greet; 


O priv'lege grand, enjoy'd by man] 
Then let's indulge the glorious plan. 


When Meditation fills my ſoul, 
I ſce perfection thro' the whole, 
The lovely order does excite, 
And fill my mind with rich delight ! 


Each 
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Each ſeaſon has ſome beauty new, 

And thus the ſcene is chang'd for you; 
They vary in their yearly courſe, 

Yet all obey the heav'nly force. 


The ſun diſplays its golden rays, 
And to this earth its heat conveys, 
But when too bountiful in pow'r, 
How kindly falls the cooling ſhow'r! 


'The whole of vegetation thrives 
From this kind preſent of the ſkies ; 
All Nature ſmiles, and grateful Earth 
Yields forth her fruits of genial birth, 


Plants inſtant glow with beauty new, 
Then rear their heads that you may view 
How grateful they to Heaven are, 

And gladly thank her for her care, 


The rains are paſt, the earth is Cry, 
Now on your garden caſt an eye 
Obſerve your trees, your fruits and flow'rs, 
Behold your fragrant ſpreading bow'rs ! 
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They all ſend forth a rich perfume, 
And odorif'rous is each bloom; 
The grateful ſcent allures each ſonſe 
Then taſte the ſweets that iflue hence. 


Here with your choſen fair- one ſtrole, 

Let Virtue all your thoughts controul; 

For now your ſenſe is charm'd with ſweets, 
And joy refin'd each paſſion greets ! $7 


Now guide her to the ſhady grove, 

Elſe to the reſting, ſweet alcove, 

There fit you down and view the whole, 
It will amuſe and charm your ſoul, : 


And here inſtruct your lovely fair, 

To form her mind ſhould be your care, 
Whilſt ſhe, the dear enquiring maid 
Securely ſits beneath the ſhade, 


five ſhall your heart ſuch pleaſure find, 
As Fancy pictures to the mind, | 
When all our wiſh we would obtain, 
Diſcarding Vice's odious train, | 


Here 
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Fountains augment the charming view, 
Diſplaying brilliant ſprings anew : 
Quiting with joy their cloſe confine, 
With eager ſpeed ſome ſtream to join, 


All Nature's beauty ſpeaks a God, 
Fulfil his law, obey his nod; 
Pleaſure will always bleſs the pair 
Who truſt to his Almighty care. 
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N the enchanting, pleafing theme, 
I would for ever write or dream; 


The theme-of Love, platonic joy, 


On this my ſoul would never cloy. 


Miſtake me not, I mean ſuch love 
As gods with rapture might approve, 
A ſympathetic friendly flame, 

Such as I might not bluſh to name, 


Fd 


1 


I'd chuſe ſome well-bred man of ſenſe, 
From that my love muſt firſt commence ; 
I'd have his perſon tall, genteel, 

A fine addreſs, and wit at will. 


His judgment clear, his manner bold, 
And all enchanting to behold, 
Still quite refin'd and full of love, 


His foul muſt ſometimes ſoar above. 


In ſentiment he mu? abound ; 
And hath he ever been renown'd ? 
It muit be for ſome deed of fame, 
That adds a luſtre to his name, 


To God his zeal muſt firſt be known, 
Then to his King it muſt be ſhewn ; 
And next in his eſteem muſt be 


Without a female rival ME. 


To find his wiſh ſhould be my care, 
His gloomy thoughss I'd ftrive to chear; 
I'd ſacriſice my all to pleaſe, 

To make his lite one ſcene of eaſe: 
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And penetrate his inmoſt foul, 
His feinteſt ſigns ſhould me controul ; 
I then ſhould find his grand deſire, 


Then bring him all he would require. 


Domeſtic ſweets ſhould fill our mind, 
We extacies ſupreme ſhould find; 
In converſation always free, 


And he my conſtant guide ſhould be, 


To his ſuperior ſenſe I'd yield, 

His judgment clear ſhould be my ſhield, 
He ſhould direct, whilt I'd ſubmit, 
And all his fancies ſtrive to hit. 


For all allow, I think *tis true, 

You men have whim and caprice too ; 
And why not, pray, dear madam prude ? 
I love a whim when 'tis not rude : 


A little nonſenſe taken right, 

Tickles the fancy with delight. 

Come then ye laughter-loving dames, 
Who gaily trip — I ſhan't write names: 
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To C——n-lys, at every ball, 
Where true-taſte, whim, caprice, and all, ; 
Kindly attends your ſlighteſt call. 

Indulge your ſpquſe, your choſen man, 

His trifling foibles never ſcan; 

Give him his way, your own's fecure, 


And all your actions muſt be pure. 


Sure this would be a ſcene of joy, 

here nothing could your peace annoy z 
An earthly blifs known but to few, 
Yet wiſh that bliſs to ſelf and you. 


By turns I would invoke each muſe 
To lend me aid, ſhould one refuſe 
The other might compaſſion take, 
And give me ſome for Hymen's ſake. 


Soft harmony ſhould charm his ear, 
Refine his thoughts, deſtroy his fear; 
Enchant his foul, ſecure his heart 
From the blind archer's ſecond dart. 


Should 


— 

& 4 * — — 2 a — — —— * 
a, 0 % 4 . l - „ - q 4 

p _ — 5 — „ i 7 — — 
— n. Ml . * - — be ORD a - 4 — — 2 x —_ . * 2 4 4 —_ rm 
- > l 2 E . Y — — 92 _ + - * * WE A _ 4 _ _ . 
— uy . > . ” / - 4 * * : - p am . 2 8 — — — 1 — . x - — 7 * — ry _— 
0 "4 ; - 4 2 ws * — 8 4 - 9332 ” > b a " 1 2 — 22 . 3 * 28 E. 2 * YT — 
a 1 , : ** * > ag” — — * 
— We Ao * TX : 7 1 * . * —— — wy „ +. — _— => 3 " E oF, | 4 . 1 


* 
— * — 
- 
- a i % 


— 
8 K - - 
1 _ n — ——— 
— — — * — - — A 
- = — * by 
—— — ny — 


= — 


2 2 1 4 

© 1. 
r 
— 1 


„ 


— 


© 
r D : 


— 1 
r 


— 
© -_— 


Sis * 
ICH 
gm, ay en 
2 K Ih 2 
ws oo th - ACE EC. 
. tt Ny veg vs 


(44 ] 


Should he grow faint with dying ſounds 
And dear Piano, quick rebounds 

The room with lovely, ſprightly airs, 
Gloom is diſpell'd, and all his cares, 


The next to feaſt his eager eye, 

My ev'ry ſkill by turns I'd try; 

The pencil, needle, all ſhould move, 
To glad the hours of him I love, 


Sometimes I'd dance, ſing, play and toy, 
Sometimes be free, at others coy. 


To hit his humour, that's the thing, 


Which wreaths with peace the nuptial ring. 


But ſome will cry, © Good-natur'd fool, 
„Heavens! how ſmells her muſty rule; 
« Fly Sally, quick, ſweet waters bring, 
& I'll read no more, Platonic Thing.“ 


I'm looſing time, I'll hear no more, 
You know I muſt be out at four; 

I dine at Lady Rantum's, true, 
And, as I live, 'tis ſtriking two. 


* 


I muſt 
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I muſt to toilet ſtrait. Prepare 
My ſilver ſuit for preſent wear: 

My beſt point ruffles I ſhall want, 

I muſt outſhine my lady Cant; 


She will be there for very ſpight; 
And, let me ſee, where then to night ? 
The Opera claims my firſt reſort, 
And next, Soho — that brilliant court ! 


There luxury of ſight conſpires 

To feaſt our fancy's full deſires. 

W hat can ſurpaſs that glorious treat, 
Where beauties all with ſplendor meet; 


And grandeur's ſo diſplay'd, you'd ſwear 
That gods and goddeſſes were there, 
And they alone | tis rapture all; 
And, apropos, I ope the ball 


The ear! of ſweets on faſhions plan, 

A more complete fine gentleman 

Ne'er grac'd this iſle | — Haſte, Sally, haſte, 
Hand me the rouge and almond paſte; 


This very night with that dear man, 
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My beſt complexion J muſt wear; 
Hold up the glaſs : How ſet's my hair ? 
I vow you're moſt exceeding fair ! 


Nor can my Lady W—Ig—ve vie 

With your engaging air : that eye 

Which ſparkles with a lively grace, 
Becoming Lady Mary's face. 


Go to, you flatter me I fear; 
Not I, my Lady, I declare: 
But ſee who's that come in below, 
Madam, tis Lady Betty Go 


Conduct her Ladyſhip up ſtairs — 

What ! Lady Betty, all in tears ! 

Good Gods ! my dear, what makes you weep? 
Is it becauſe you play'd fo deep? 


T think you loſt a thouſand pounds, 

That game at Loo exceeds all bounds. 
Laſt night you held moſt ſhocking cards, 
Yet ſtill your betts were very large: 


Heroines, 


11 


Heroines, like you, ne'er give out, 
I never play at any rout : 

Indeed I've ſomething elſe to do, 

[ love to chat; and pray don't you? 


No, I forgot, you are the prude, 

You hate coquetry; fie, *tis rude : 

Nay, why that bluſh ? your Lord is true; 
But, if he is, 'tis ſomething new 


Few men, I think, now love their wives, 
My Lord and I, we live ſuch lives, 

But for this round of dear delight, 

{| ſoon ſhould grow a very fright. 


But Lady Mary do adviſe, 

What ſhall 1 do this ſum to raiſe ? 
You know TI loſt it to that Lord, 
That very man whom I abhorr'd : 


And, would you think, when ] came out, 


met him in the hall ſuch rout 
He made; begg'd I would ſtay, 
Something of moment had to ſay ; 
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No mention made of his demand, 


But inſtant ſeiz d my trembling hand: 
Made me exclaim with ſuch a rage, 
My Lord came in, they both engage. 


Horror and fadnels ſeiz d my heart, 

I knew not how to act my part; 
But rung the bell ; then flew to you, 
And now I'm here, what ſhall I do? 


Oh! let 'em fight, ne'er fret or pine, 


You'll pardon me, at four I dine. 


Sally, go ſee if all below 
Another knock, well ! I muſt go: 


Madam, a meſſage from your Lord, 
For Lady Betty on my word ; 
I cannot ſtay, but the event 


I hope will make you all content. 


Your Ladyſhip won't think me rude, 
Dear Madam, no, *tis I intrude. 


No formal compliments — I ſay 
Adieu: peruſe your card 1 pray. 


Now 
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Now, Sally, bid them ope the chair, 

And when my Lord returns: d'ye hear — 
Tell him I ſpend the evening out, 

Which, as you know, will make him pout ; 


But that, in fact, is nothing ſtrange, 

He loves his houſe — I love to range. 
Chairmen, make haſte, my Lady's here; 
St. James's, John, I'm late I fear, 


Too many in ſuperior life, 

Thro' negligence create ſuch ftrife : 
Domeſtic ſweets they never know, 
Their home is irkſome, out they go: 


Not that I rail, far be't from me, 

I wiſh that all their faults would fee ; 
I'm not ſo vain as to inſtruc, 

It is myſelf I would conduct. 


Fd ſummon every loving art, 

To keep poſſeſſion of his heart: 

Ever inventing ſomething new, 

For all love change; in faith tis true. 


Vor. I. F This 
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This will amuſe and entertain; 
Miſtake me not — I do not mean 
Inconſtancy of Virtue's law; 


Forbid it, Heaven ! ſuch a flaw 


Would taint my foul, deſtroy my peace, 
Make ſweet connubial joy to ceaſe : 

If but my ſecret mind alone 

Only was conſcious of the wrong 

That would ſuffice, I could not know 
The leaſt delight; moſt wretched — go — 
My very ſweets would ſerve to ſour, 


I ne'er could taſte a bli'sful hour: 


For ſhould my too credulous love, 
Suſpecting not, ne'er difapprove, 
His truſting faith would then arraign 


My perjur'd heart : internal pain 


Would gall my ſoul for fouleſt crimes ; 
It muſt not be: in theſe our times 
Fair Chaſity's approv'd by all, 

With her in view we cannot fall. 


„ 


Mer bright examples females love, 
"Tis only men that diſapprove : 
Proud of their own ſuperior pow'rs, 
They'd vainly lord it over ours; 

1 . Ry | 
Deny us freedom, right of ſway, 
Ladies ſtand firm, we'll win the day: 
Only obſerve this fingle rule, 
Ne'er contradict the ſelfiſh fool; 


But let him have full ſcope to prate, 
He'll ſure incur true judgment's hate; 
For his own jargon beſt betrays 

His want of ſenſe in all he ſays. 


Refuſe our charter, privilege great; 
"Tis true, we act not in the ſtate ; 
What need of that, we give advice, 
Not to the ſenate, we're more nice: 


They are but deputies we controul, 

Our huſbands, ſtateſmen, thro' the whole: 
And ſhall we fail to gain applauſe 

In Matrtmonial's glorious cauſe, 
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Forbid it Equity and Love, 

Forbid it all ye pow'rs above; 
Hymen ſhall ſmile in Virtue's flame, 
Or forfeit all pretence to fame · 


Exert your ſkill, compleat the plan, 
Leaſt ought perplex the charming men ; 
All muſt allure, be pliant, ſweet, 

Your houſe and fam'ly ever neat. 


Before you dine, be ſure you dreſs, 
And from indulgence ne'er tranſgreſs; 
For ſhould the good man fay *twill do, 
Since there is none but me and you — 


With tender words make quick reply, 
For you I'd live, for you I'd die, 
« You'll find me ready to obey, 

<« I never, never will ſay nay.” 


Nay, *tis fo ſtrange, ſome folks run on, 
And yet foundation they have none, — 
As this at preſent ſeems my caſe, 

I'll ſtop to ſeek a better grace, — 


A WISH. 
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OULD I my ardent Wiſh obtain, 

The world from Fraud I would reſtrain; 
Virtue ſhould guide each daring act, 
I'd have all keep this rule exact; 
From Honour's bounds never to ſtray, 
Let Reaſon reizn, Paſſion give way; 
Calmneſs and Peace ſhall fill each mind, 
And all their Wiſh in Virtue find; 
The world I'd join in general love, 
All ſhould each other's deeds approve ; 
The panegyric Strain would flow, 
Henceforth ſhould ceaſe all poignant woe : 
Nations in peace would all abound, 
This age for Worth ſhould be renown'd. 
The miſer, with his meager look, 0 
Should drink his wine and leave the brook. 
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Þ Ard every good his ſoul would chear, 
Ei While he his gold gives to his heir ; 
Wh His heaps of gold lock'd up before, 
He did with ardent zeal adore, 
Shall then ſpread plenty round the land, 
When he his bounty doth expand ; 
The good he doth will charm his mind, 
And every pleaſure he ſhall find ; 
His bounty muſt the widow chear, 
The orphan too would be his care : 
Should death then dart his arrow keen, 
His exit would be made ſerene ; 
No conſcious guilt will ſting his ſoul, 
No horror will his thoughts controul ; ; 
His ſoul exalted then will be, 
When eyery ſcene from guilt is free. 
O happy ſtate! O ſcene of bliſs ! 
Let all indulge their thoughts on this, 
Sweet ſtate of innocence and love; 
When Virtue can our deeds approve, 
Did we but take a moment's time, 
Each paſſion we ſhould ſoon refine, 
Reaſon would uſe her pow'rful ſkill, 
And Paſſion govern at her will, 
I wiſh that all would think aright, 
Let Wiſdom ſtrengthen with her might, 
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This life a ſcene of joy would be, 

And we from bondage ſhou'd be free; 
Each prejudice would then give place, 
Virtue would Vice from all men chaſe. 
O purity of age arrive ! 
T' accompliſh which, now let us ftrive ; 
Would you have Virtue bear the ſway, 
Impetuous burnings muſt give way ; 
See | ſhe preſents her cooling bower, 
Within my brealt I fee] her power, 

A train of thoughts now fill my ſoul, 
Now Reaſon doth each ſenſe controul ; 
Sweet Peace dawns in, and all my frame 
Is tranquil, free from Guilt or Shame. 
Teach us, O Lord, to act thy will, 

And all thy order to fulfl ; 

Infuſe thy mercy in each heart, 

That we may act a nobler part; 

Let Truth and Light improve each mind, 
And Bliſs ſubſtantial we ſhall find; 

Now let us fezk, both great and ſmall, 
The dear tranquility of all. 

Should any fay, This is too much 

(The narrow mind that thinks it ſuch) 

« For earthly mortals to enjoy,” 


May ſtop and not his ſenſes cloy. 
E 4 And 


* * 
* 
1 
Hh. 
+ 


Fa 
—— 
3 


— 


Ra; 


2 


LC 


= 


o 0 * — * P32. — 1 — 
EF v 
—— 


> 3 >» ac 2 9p 
* a 0 ma 4 * * 5 * 
wr, _ 


. * hs 5 88 8 
dene re n 


A 2 : 


_— 
9 


Wu 


— 
— 
« » -» way W 
33 


Lay - * _— 
as 
7 


r 
LC xt. x 


— 
* AT SS 3D 


ory po 2 — 


'# + 
| * 2 , 
4 HED f 
— 
10 1 x 1. 
(4s © 
4. 1 5 


ee 


„„ 
— 
* 4 


2 


= 4 5 Ar 9 
err” 7, * 


2 
„ — 
2 * a = * 
- 3 —— ro os. ed Center. n * 
* 


NY 
1 Q — IS 
=. 
aun ,, 
«.% \ 


-Y ——__ oo” 


! 


And ſome would ſay, « Liv'd we in this, 
« Poſleſs'd we all our ardent With, 

«© The thought of death would be a pain 
« To all that had this peaceful reign.” 
That I deny, it cannot be; 

For one that has his reaſon free 

May plainly ſee, and comprehend, 
From God all bleſſings do deſcend : 
Then why ſhould we preſume or dare, 
Becauſe on earth ſweet peace we ſhare, 
To doubt the mighty Giver's pow'r, 

Or think that death would this devour ? 
The Lord Supreme invites us all, 


With joy obey his glorious call; 


Will you not come ? you are to blame, 

To peace and love you have a claim ; 

Let Deeds of glory you excite, 

Then come, accept your lawful right ; 

Come young, come old, come rich and poor, 


Come all the world, one God adore ! 


Let honour guide your every thought, 
Virtue can ne'er be ſold or bought; 
Let all ſupport this glorious cauſe, 
Humanity's ſpecific laws : 


Self- approbation muſt be found, 


For ſhould the world our praiſe reſound, | 
That 


191 


That will not give us peace or joy, 

If aught within our minds annoy. 

Let Happineſs each boſom fill, 

Let Truth divine conduct each will; 
So ſhall you live and die in love 

When you your actions can approve. 
This is my zealous, grand deſire, 
That all the world would this acquire; 
To live in unity and love, 

And Him adorc, who reigns above ! 
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OCCASIONED 


By a Lady's Reprimanding her Huſ- 
band for giving Way to Pass10N, 
which ſo far diſcompoſed him at 
Times, that he would, in his Rage, 

| burſt out into Expreſſions that leſ- 
ſened his other good Qualities. 


Wrote by HIMSELF, 


Eflection ſtrikes when objects are remov'd, 
Thanks to your Kindneſs that my fault's 
reprov'd: 


Juſt was your cenſure, which you ne'er refrain 
To curb thoſe habits which are ſtil'd profane: 
A glo- 
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A glorious merit ! worthy of applauſe, 


To chide mankind, who ſwerve from God's 


ſtrict laws ; 
Who boaſt of merit in their favourite ills, 
And yield to Paſſion and ynruly wills; 
Form'd fer all good, deierving of all fame, 
Who knows that merit which you cannot claim: 
Urg'd on by principles of godly birth, 
Your wiſh extends to piety on earth, 
You'll feed no paiſion that inclines to feign, 
Your deeds concentre in a nobler ſtrain, 


Such are the virtues which exiſt in you, 
III ſtate my actions and keep yours in view. 


Paſſion and warmth revolve thro” all my vcins, 
I want your prudence to conduct my reins; 
Wishes nd vows too oft my rage attend, 
Yet mean no with, but yours, which is to mend, 
The ſums I laviſh in a profuſe way, 
You to the ciics of Poverty convey 
And with a tympathetic ſoul, and mind, 
Extend your charity to all mankind, 
Thoughts of indifference uſurp my time, 
Yours are employ'd in reverence divine : 


In 
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In paying homage where reſpect is due, 
Oh! that I cheriſh'd what I ſee in you! 
Perfections many grace your much lov'd name, 
Unlike the failings which obſtruct my fame. 

Yet in the midſt of imperfections great, 
Vices there are which I deteſt and hate ; 
Pride does not reign wi:hin a gen'rous breaſt, 
I call my own ſuch, which will bear the teſt: 
Revenge exiſts not in a temper mild, 
I'd fall a victim ere I'd hurt a child: 
An honeſt principle I much admire, 
And hate that man who makes his ſoul a Liar, 


Tal 


A POEM 


YO TM 


ADDRESSED 


To a young Lapy, who having re- 
ſided in a Convent Abroad only one 
Year, as a Proteſtant Penſioner, 
yet on her Return to England ex- 
preſſed a great Deſire to embrace 
the CATHOLIC FAT BR. 


Elcome, my friend, I greet you to this iſle, 
Our native ſpot; here Liberty will ſmile; 
After confinement twelve long tedious moons, 
A double bliſs to all your ſenſe ſhe tunes. 
Your abſence oft I have regret indeed, 


And dropt a tear as veſtals drop a bead; 
At 


2 
At morning, noon, and night, ſtill mourn'd the 
ſame, | 
Thy dear converſe 'twas that my mind did claim, 
I could not have — inceilant was my grief, 
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Again return'd, your prefence brings relief. 
Welcome, thrice welcome, to my longing eye, 
joy to fee, yet hear thee with a ſigh; 

Deareſt companion of my earlieſt youth, 

The ſame nurſe fed us, and the fame our truth: 
We've breath'd aſunder only one ſhort year, 
That muſt not, ſhall not cauſe diſtraction near 
We, who have liv'd in harmony of thought, 
Wholecircling years, not one has diſcord brought. 
Our ſentiments the ſame, the ſame our will, 


— 
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r 


Sweet Concord reign'd with an unerring ſkill. 
Now mult not jar, but follow friendſhip's law, 
1 know you tremble at a ſingle flaw 

By you committed 'gainit the light of truth, 

So much I've ſeen your ſteadineſs thro* youth, 
Can you prefer the ſolitary cell 

To focial converſe, which delight fo well, 
Phat veſtal nuns, could they but freedom tafte, 
I'm ſure they would not convents chuſe in hafte. 
Say, clorſter'd fait, ff you enjoy content, 

Say, Virgins pure, does not your mind relent: 


Declare 
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Declare the truth, can Happineſs be found, 
And ſweet Content preſide on cloiſter'd ground? 
Debarr'd of darling Freedom, Nature's right, 
Condemn'd to gloomy cells, where irkſome night 
Almoſt prevails, in ſpight of Sol's diſplay, 
Your tow'ring walls excludes-his ſearching ray. 
Impriſon'd young, not only body's pains, 
Your very minds muſt feel your prieſtcraft's 
chains. Ei h 
Sure godlike Reaſon muſt be lull'd aſleep, 
Or Nature's law ſuch limits would not keep: 
Chains of the mind! what thinking foul can 
bear! 
Form'd by a God, ſupported by his care: 
Plac'd in this world to propagate the land, 
Subvert not the wiſe, the juſt command. 

Rous'd at a midnight hour, by call of bell, 
Sleep muſt be murder'd — why ? your beads to 
tell. 

At this ſtill hour how oft have veſtals roſe, 

When earth and heaven ſeem'd vrap'd in loft 

repoſe : 

The fable curtain ſhields Creation's face, 

And every day to ſolemn night gives place. 

Then why ſhould you alone be reſt deny'd? 

Why ſhould you err to feed 2 popith pride? 
| I wil 
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F will not rail: no, by the faith I own, 
I tove Religion's law, but not her groan : 
Love to ſupport fair Juſtice in her ſcale, 
Love preciſe practice, Virtue's all I hail ; 
But will not, dare not, make a public ſhew 
Of foul pretence, to gain applauſe below. 
Thanks to my ftars, I feel my foul diſdains 
To curb my Reaſon, tho” for proffer'd gains. 
Then S- tr urge not that you will abjure, 
The name is Cr—-nm—r that ſhould plead your 

Cure. 
Turn back to records, there's a bloody ſcene, 
Our good old Biſhops muider'd by their Queen. 
This Queen a Roman, bigotted to wrong, 
Condemn'd old Cranmer 'cauſe he left her throng. 
See him in flames, exulting in his death, 
His faith ſupporting with his lateſt breath: 
Torture not then his honour'd name anew, 
Imagination paints him to my view : 
Declaring thus, quit not the Living God, 


Reaſon forbids, obey her ſacred nod. 


This Rome well knew, and therefore ſtil'd it fin 


For ignorant minds to aſk, or look within: 
The church of Rome, from long defpotic ſway, 


Silence inforc'd, leaſt Reaton ſhould ſay nay. 
f Conſcious 


Ir 
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Conſcious of wrong, ſhe bids you not inquire, 

But tamely act in all with her deſire. 

I've aſk'd ſome Romans how they can believe 

In ſuperſtitions which their minds deceive : 

They anſwer, tis the order of the church, 

Then croſs their breaſts; nur ſee the ills that 
lurch 

Behind fo fair a face, ſo deck'd with gold, 

* Gorg'd with precious treaſure, better if ſold. 

Deluded mortals, willing chains to wear, 

If dup'd yourſelf's intice, not others there. 

Ule not your art t' enſlave cach tender mind, 

Sent for improvement by their parents blind: 

Unkind protectors of your offspring's peace, 

To put your children, young, in convents ccaſe; 

For there they cannot judge of truth or right, 

Whoſe {tudies only to amuſe their ſight. 


.* The Roman Catholics always adorn their altars and 
churches with trgaſure ; if the poor drop down dead for want, 
'tis with them ſacrilege to remove or neglect that ornament. 
Let a!l compare this cuſtom with ours ; if our poox groan un- 
der affliction, their wants are no ſooner made known, but 
the Church is ready to relieve them; as we (inſtead of laying 
our money out in uſcleſs baubles) wiſely lay it up to relieve 
the diſtreſſed in time of need: witneſs the late ſums that 


almoſt every pariſh has charitably given for their redreſe. 
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With ſhining baubles, relics of a ſaint, 


Each infant's innocence their errors taint ; 

With ſuperſtition of the oddeſt kind, 

They cloud fair reaſon, make their pupils blind. 

Nay farther ſtil}, they think, believe, affirm, 

That God they ſerve, while thus they do you 
harm. 

O! how I pity ſuch an abject tate, 

An infant priſoner, ſhut within a grate; 


Whoſe Ilock'd-up minds demand ourgreateſt care, 
By bright example to inſtruct them fair. 
What tho? you urge your fortune's being ſmall, 
You cannot educate them here in all ; 
Better in part, than wholly to neglect; 
Teach moral precepts, this can ne'er deject. 
Diſpenſe with French, your pride muſt een give 
way, 
Ground well their faith, permit them not to ſtray. 
Knowledge muſt grow, when planted in the 
ſpring, 
Virtue its iſſue, ignorance make us ſin, 
My deareft maid, examine ſcripture thro, 
Let Goſpel Light inſtruct your mind anew. 
Peruſe with care, fay Bigotry avaunt ; 
Let no impreſſions of the convent haunt 
Your 


BE 

Your virtuous mind — when Reaſon rules che 

whole, 
Impartial judgment muſt inform your foul; 
That bright Religion never was confin'd 
To name or place, but lives within the mind: 
Springs into practice, urg'd by Reaſon's force, 
Internal goodneſs muſt ſhine out of courſe. 
In ſocial virtues here we cannot err; 
Morality out guide this I prefer 
Beyond the greateſt actions of thoſe ſaints 
Who pilgrimage whole years, till Nature faints. 
What madneſs this, fair Nature waging war 
'Gainff her own ſtandard ; comforts all debar 
From aged life — when every ſenſe forbids, 
Virtue will cheriſh, not deject ſhe heeds 
Our wants, and willingly affords redreſs, 
Smiling approves, when eaſe our minds poſſeſs. 
Her altars breathe felicity below, 
Nor does ſhe order or delight in woe: 
Her ſhrine is brightneſs, diction very clear; 
Aſk and we have, in faith we cannot fear. 
What ſhall I urge, what more can friendſhip ſay, 
My fondeſt hope I would not have you ſtray : 
Wait yet awhile, and view creation's plan, 
Inſpe& with care, not negligently ſcan : 

FI Unlimited 
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Unlimitted perfection here you'll find, 

Inſtruction certain to th' inquiring mind: 

You'll glean the ſweets of whole creation's bow r, 

Then wonder and extol Directing Power. 

If, after this, you ſtill ſhould be inclin'd 

T' embrace that faith which keeps your Reaſon 
blind, 

Your will is free, I will no more oppoſe; 

But Friendſhip urg'd I ſhould my thoughts dil- 

cloſe: 

This being done, I leave you to refign 

Yourſelf to God; for his true power Divine, 

Alone mult guide your erring feet aright, 

Bewilder'd all without his heavenly light. 


Let none imagine I would cer offend, 
Or with diſputing ſubjects ever blend 
My thoughts, abſtracted from tumult'ous jarr; 
J love tranquillity, but won't debar 
Others of choice : nor put the leaſt reſtraint, 
On Nature's dignity, or check one faint : 
Let all enjoy their privilege of right, 
»Tis not for me to curb their fond delight. 
If no infringements on our peace they make, 
What plea have we to wiſh them to forſake 

| The 


on 


l- 
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The thing on earth they long but to enjoy, 
Which, if indulg'd, will not our bliſs deſtroy, 


This well you know, I need not more explain, 


'Tis for your welfare, which I'd fain obtain 
At the expence of loſin half my own : 

I cannot reconcile a ſingle groan 

By you breath'd forth ; from ſympathy I feel 
Each il! that threatens to obſtruct your will. 
Oh ! may you taſte of infinite delight, 

May focial comforts in thy breaſt unite : 
This will increaſe felicity in mine, 

For all my wilh is riveted to thine. 

I hope you will, convinc'd by truth divine, 
I know your heart to goodneſs does incline : 


"Nor can I charge you with a ſingle fault, 


Your prudent conduct muſt your worth exalt ; 
Renders you dear to me as my own fame, 
Your happineſs is mine, your grief the ſame. 
And can you wonder then that thus I write, 

I would exhauſt my health to keep you right: 
Yes, I declare, fo high I rank your worth, 

I prize your friendſhip more than aught on earth. 
Becauſe I know that you poſleſs a mind, 
So affable, ſo condeſcending, kind, 

Search nations o'er your equal where to find, 


3 In 
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Still is confus'd 
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In ſickneſs, change, in trouble or diſtreſs, 
Vour love augments, but neyer can be leſs: 
Unlike the boaſting, falſe, pretending friend, 
Who vainly proffers what he will not lend ; 
Inceſſantly declares his ſtrong deſire , | 


To give aſſiſtance ; but ſhould need require 


The ſmalleſt favour more than bare profeſſions, 
Neglect enſues Wants are great tranſgreſſions ! 
Too oft in life theſe inſtances we have, 


I love to check the loud proclaiming k nave: 


This is my maxim; when I hear them ſwear 
How much they Jong to ſerve one, then declare 
On all occaſions you ſhall ſurely 1d 

In them a friend, juſt, ready, firm, and kind : 
With great attention filently I ſtand, 

Then interrupt, with, Sir, your willing hand 
Has pow'r to ſerve me in a trivial cauſe, 

He ſtarts, looks big, the iſſue is a pauſe, 
At length recovers — — Madam, name e your ſuit, 
Shall gladly lend my v aid if I can do't. 

Pulls out his watch ; ; bleſs me tis very late, 
And I'm engag'd with two old maids I hate 


Then looks about, remarks your houſe is-grand:; 


Takes up a book, or any thing at hand. 


then was you at the play ? 


\ | | s n 
A poor reſource — he's nothing elie to ſay: 


Chagrin d 


T) 
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Chagrin'd to death, leaft farther you explain 

The thing, but hinting which has caus'd fuch . 
pain. 

My view's obtain'd in thwarting his deſign 

Of making foul pretence at any time; 


At leaſt to me. Finding it would not do, 


While I with peals of laughter thus be true : 
Learn to diſtinguiſh, as I juſt have done, 

Nor think that empty ſounds alone has won : 
One honeft heart — it may the fool deceive ; 
Actions with founds muſt plead 'ere I believe. 
Thus, quell'd in embrio, be the forward ſlave, 
W hofe venial views would noble minds deprave. 
Falſe friend{hip ſure will always breed diſguſt, 
If, too credulous, we our fecrets truſt, 

But my Maria's innocence is ſuch, 

Suſpicion has not power her mind to touch. 
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Who would have thought, I've heard you oft 
declaim, yg 
When foul detraction would eclipſe a fame, | 


That Virtue, fo defended, thus ſhould fall! 

Perhaps it 1s not ſo, your words recal : 

Thy great delight conſiſts in acting well — 

Your fervent zeal for good I would not quell. 

No, rather ſpur, aſſiſt, and urge you on, 

Were I convinc'd that Romans were not wrong. 
a F 4 But, 
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But, as it is, I cannot lend you aid, 

Internal light forbids, my much lov'd maid : 

For ſpeculation has inſorm'd my mind, 

That ſcanty rules muſt not our will confine. 

No, free as air, unbounded as the ſea 

Is Reafon's force, ſhe will not let us ſtray: 

If we attend her ſacred beſt advice, 

Not tamely copy others, who're ſo nice, 

So paſhvely diſpos'd, they nc'er conſult 

If right or wrong, nor think of the reſult. 

Why this or that is done, or for what end ? 

It matters not to them; they cannot mend, 

Or make the leaſt improvement; no not they, 

They follow others, *tis their only play. 

Many exceptions, thank indulgent Heaven, 

We ſtill can make, which our own age has 
given: 

Inſtructing minds we boaſt in this our clime, 


_ Whole bright diſplay inſpires us with ſublime, 


But leaſt I ſay too much, and tire your ſenſe, 
Muſt now refrain, I would not give offence: 
So leave you to determine at your will — 
Adieu, may gracious Heaven protect you ftill ; 
Diſpel your cloud of doubts with chearful rays, 
Make you declare with fervent zeal and praile, 
Proteſtantiſm faith ſhall be your bays. 
OBSER- 
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OBSERVATIONS 
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ETERNITY. 


Athomleſs fountain, ſource of laſting good, 
Immortal ſwring, by all leaſt underſtood: 

But for the ſecret workings of the foul, 
This longing after, which out-ſteps controul ; 
We might azain to noching be diſſolv'd, 
'Thus once I thought, thus in my mind revolv'd. 
But now the immortal ſtamp I plainly ſee, 
] feel its influence, Reaſon ſet me free. 
Oh ! for a Cato's energy of ſkill, 
An cloquence like his would fire my quill ! 


His 
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His wiſdom, virtue, patriotic love, 
Gives him a luſtre ages can't remove. 
Records prefent him loyal thro' the whole; 
Sooner than bear that Cæſar ſhould controut : 
Be quitted being rather than his place, 
Preferring death to Cæſar's proffer'd grace. 
Tho' raſh the act, his motive merits praiſe, 
Since Goſpel ſhone not in thoſe pagan days. 
Tho' Time has eat up many hundred years 
Since Cato liv'd, yet here he ſtill appears; 
With other heroes, famous in thoſe times, 
When Mars inrag'd drove Peace from all their 

climes. 


Whoſe ſteady zeal eternity ſhall know, 


For Fame's loud trumpet muſt their praiſes blow; 
Marc Anteny's great power ſubdu'd the world, 
Whom Cleopatra to deſtruction hurt'd : 

Caught with ber beauty, captivating power, 
Be fondly dallies till the fatal hour : 

In ſoft embraces, willingly reftrain'd, 

And negligently loſt that world he'd g.in'd. 
"I is not for me to cenſure or approve, 

This mult be left for ruling pow'rs above,- 
Time's endleſs monument will ſpeak thoſe fair, 
Whoſe ſecret ations will inſpection bear. 
| Hear 


E 


Hear then, ye infidels, ſince Reaſan's light 
Proves Immortality to inward ſight: 
Vain is your ſophiſtry, falacious breath: 
You cannot prove the ſoul muſt die, cauſe Death 
Deſtroys its habitation here below, 
Does that imply it can no farther go? 
Th' enquirtag mind feels its ſuperior power, 
And lives aſſur'd of an eternal hour. 
Her confines vaniſh but to aid her flight, 
To rove at large in infinite delight. | 
Glorious reward for virtues practis'd here, 
Believing this, of death we cannot fear. 
If moral ſyſtem thus our conduct grace, 
Felicity immenſe we ſure muſt taite 
The luſcious banquet will not cloy the ſoul, 
To feed her rapturcs treaſures new unrol. 
Knowledge divine, fo pleaſing to the mind, 
The more we have, the more we pant to find ; 
But ſtop preſuming {train, foar not too high, 

et wi.dom guide with her impartial eye; 
By Reaſon's dictates, gracious mule abide, 
I cannot fall, that Goddeſs on my ſide. 
Gainſt cleareſt light of Nature's grand pretence, 
were madneſs ſure to give the leaſt offence : 
To let foul pleaſures vainly lead vs wrong, 
With careleſs wantons join, a giddy throng, 
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Who waſte their genial years in rounds of mirth, f 
„Till tir d Nature longs to reſt in earth. 
Still is deny'd by Paſſion's venial thirſt, 
But tir'd quite, ſhe's gladly friends with duſt. 
Some late examples, but I will not quote; 
Some fatal inſtances I ſhall not note, 
Have ſhar'd this fate, cropt in the bud of youth; 
Forbear, my muſe, this is a poignant truth: 
Parents ſtill live, they muſt not feel freſh pain, 
I would not wound to feed poctic ſtrain, 
For India's wealth, or any worldly gain. 
No, by my honour's faith ; I here declare, 
That Harmony's my wiſh, my conſtant care. 
Nay, farther ſtill, I'd have all nations find, 
The ſwweets of concord, heavenly peace of mind: 
Nothing augments my pleaſures more on earth, 
Than dear inſtruction from a friend of worth: 
In whoſe great ſouls true dignities exiſt, 
Internal brizhtneſs ſtands the immortal teſt. 
Fair Nature ſo triumphantly adorn'd, 
By. Wiſdom, Virtue, elegantly form'd, 
Ne'er ſickens at herſclf, but ſtems the flood, 
Or patient waits the long expected good. 
What Prudence orders, gladly ſne obeys, 


No contradicting paſſion ever ſtrays : 


— 


Her power can quell each paſſion's head- ſtrong 


Altho' his feelings were extremely nice, 


1 by 


But if, perchance, ſome fond or wrong requeſts 
Should interpoſe, by Prudence tis ſuppreſs'd: 


ſway, 
This Socrates fulfill'd in every way. 


He always gave his pupils cool advice 

So wiſely g6vern'd all his whole life taro 
That none his ſtrongeſt paſſions ever knew ; 
Till he himſelf declar'd, his greateſt ſkill 
Would but ſuffice to curb his erring will. 

A mind like his heroicly ſubdues, 

And every conqueſt pleaſingly he views: p 
Charm'd to the ſoul, his fortitude can bear | | 
With fleeting changes, fraught with ſteady care, 


A nought of thoſe in this uncertain fate, 

Attend the greateſt e'en among the great. 

But what of that? ſince wiſdom wills it ſo, 

No doubt 'tis beſt that man ſhould changes 
know, 

Virtue his guide, let Fortune ſmile or frown, 

He's ſure to wear a rich immortal crown : 


Tho' here defam'd by Envy's jealous ſtrain, 
To hide fair Truth detracting art is vain 


Her eſſence pure proves her of ſource divine, 


Celeſtial honours mult attend her ſhrine. 
Know 
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Know this, ye railers, peſts to ſocial love, 
Strive not to leſſen what you ſhould approve : 


But give applauſe when Merit claims your vote, 
Nor ſicken at a genius you have not: 

Like ſome ignobly baſe, thro? falſe pretence 
Of ſeeming friendſhip, wound our niceſt ſenſe, 
It muſt not be ; ſhall fair creationꝰs form, 
Wage war with Nature, willingly alarm: 


| Forbid it Candour; Gods, ſhall noble minds, 


Meanly ſubvert Humanity's deſigns, 

Some fatal error-fure muſt feed the cauſe, 
Make Reaſon weak to trample on her laws. 
Not in this age, ſo near perfection grown, 


That ſome there anceſtors may bluſh to own. 


Come back my toving muſe, where would'ſt thou 
ſtray? 

Oh ! quit me not, but give thy genial ray: 

Let ſtrength of language grace my roving ſtrain, 

And Virtue's dition all my lines contain. 

This is my aim, I write not to expoſe 

Some trivial ſoibles — nor will J oppoſe. 

Life is too ſhort to waſte it in abuſe, 

Each moment I deſign for friendly uſe, 

Not that F mean, or would be underſtood 

To prove I'm better bred—that would be rude— 
Than 
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Than others are: all that I wiſh to ſay, 4 
I love Humanity, be that my lay, | 
My humble ſtrain ; no vanity foments ; 
Its ſpring is Nature — and the ſmall contents — 
Is genuine all; juſt as I think I write; 
It any fay, my notions are not right, 
Condemn me not, but ſoftly tell me where, 
In what I'm wrong, Pil thank your zealous care. 
Superior judgment can my ſtrains improve, 
['ll kifs the rod, ſhould Reaſon diſapprove. 
Lach juſt reproof will ſurely be my gain, 
Ambitious always knowlege to obtain. 
tlave oft been check'd in youth for this ſame 
fault, 

As they have ſtil'd it; worth I'd fain exalt. 
Food for my mind, in preference to the world, 
I moſt eſteem defying every churl: 
Nor can external luſtre ever vie 
With this repaſt, feaſting both mind and eye. 
The ſumptuous treat will never glut our ſenſe, 
Where beauties mix, nor know the leaſt offence; 
But all conſpire to harmonize the Whole; 
This union reigns from India to the pole, 
Great Nature's beauty ſpeaks her own applauſe, 
Her produce cleatly ſnews, the glorious cauſe 

| Muſt 
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Muſt be divine, immortal, eſſence pure; 
Convinc'd of this, how can we Vice endure, 
So prejudicial to our pleaſures here, 
Filling the mind with terror, guilt, and fear, 
Deſtroying health and fortune, cauſing Death 
To ſtop fair Nature's courſe, ſeizing our breath; 
Beforc maturity has reach'd our fight, 
We are no more, but wrap'd in ſhades of night; 
There to remain, till the laſt gen'ral call 
Commands us back to give account for all. 
This is an awful thought, furpaſſing me, 
Vet ſtill I live in ſureſt hopes to ſee 
This ſolemn glorious fight, when heaven's King 
Will come in ſplendout, and glad tidings bring 
To ſuch, whoſe conduct all their life has ſhewn, 
Premeditated wrong they have not known ; 
Have Vice abhorr'd, and every right adorn'd, 
Philoſophy's bright dition, has inform'd 
Each thirſty foul, that giddy ſenſe will ſtray, 
Tf not reſtrain'd by her ſpecific ſway : 
Her rules obferv'd, a laſting peace is found, 
We conquer Death, and reach th' immortal ground. 
Tho! lock'd in earth for many hundred years, 
Again we live, devo id of mortal fears. 
This glorious fund for thought now feaſts my ſoul, 
I muſt retire to contemplate the whole. 
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Hearing that Mr. GARRIO EK and 
Mrs. PRITCHARD intend to quit 
the STAGE this Year. 


HALIA, thou ſprightly goddeſs, * thy 
courſe, 
While Melpomene's order I inforce : 
Tis this — She bids you leave your airy flights, 
Your momentary joys, fleeting delights : 
Your brilliant wit, and magic powers to charm, 


Muſt ceaſe in part; this is the dread alarm, 
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To join with her, a ſon and daughter mourn, 


Prepare the pile, and conſecrate the urn; 
Select a ſolemn band to grace the core — 


Wich deepeſt ſadneſs — Genius ſhines no more ! 
No more for you, ſince Garrick quits the Stage, 


In all excelling, rival of the age: 

His matchleſs power can only be expreſs'd 
By him alone, ſubduing every breaſt ; 

For all he pleas d: perfections grace his name, 
Merit muſt piace him foremoſt in her fame. 
Come mourn with her this gen' ral loſs to all, 
The greateſt ill that can your ſhrines befal : 
Who can, like him, ſweeten our ſadeſt hour, 
Steal to our hearts, and charm us with his pow'r* 
Sorrow muſt vaniſh, laughter bear the ſway, 

It fo he wills, our paſſions muſt obey ; 

But ſhould ſublime claim his ſuperior parts, 
With inexpreſſive bliſs he feeds our hearts: 

Tis tranſport all, too much for mortal force, 
His talents ſpeak with energetic force. 

Our author, actor, every thing that's fine, 

In much-fam'd Garrick with delights combine, 
The muſes fav'rite fon, ſo rich in taſte, ff 
That all apolaud his eloquence ; that grace 
Which he preſents in ev'ry part he plays, 
With unaffected majeſty of eaſe. 
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The graceful Pritchard too, I hear retires," 


__ Withdraws her much admir'd theatric fires. 


A four-fold loſs, ſince both have double ſkill, 
Doing great honour to each part they fill. 

Oh! Drury, hang thy walls with fable ſtraight, 
In ſolemn ſilence let the audience wait: 

And the big ſorrow overflow the pit, 

Where Critics herd, condemning ſterling wit. 
When the proceſſion is in order rang'd, 
Undraw the curtain, now the ſcene is chang'd : 
By two and two they move, ſome clad in white, 
Emblems of innocence, and that delight 
Which we regret, with all this ſolemn ſhew, 
The reſt in ſable, ſpeaks the preſent woe. 

The ſacred altar is with incenſe ſpread, 

The deepeſt mourners are by ſadneſs led : 
Two mutes are ſitting underneath the ſhrine 

Of foul detraction, thwarting their deſign. 
The flaming torches with rich odours burn, 
And garlands wait to deck the perfum'd urn: 
Laurels are wreath'd, on crowns of honour plac'd, 
Merit's bright ſtandard ever ſhall be grac'd ; 
While monumental braſs preſents each name, 
Which beſt will ſpeak their everlaſting fame. 
We need no more ; for memory muſt retain 


Their great perfection, which have ſhewn fo plain 
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That ſullen Envy, fick'ning at the ſight, 
With rage and grief had wrap'd her ſpleen in 
night; F 


Till big with malice, burſting from her cave 


To ſpit her venom, found in that a grave. 
With wildneſs rav'd, deſpairing the ſucceſs 

Of what ſhe wiſh'd ; not able to ſuppreſs 

The jealous fit : her gall became a tide, 

Deluge enſu'd, and thus old Envy dy'd. 

T he trumpets ſound, the flags are hoiſted high, 
The chorus join, who can with Garrick vie ? : 
Both him and Pritchard charm'd the public eye.“ 


The richeſt fund that ever grac'd a ſtage, 


In him we'ave found the phoenix of the age. 
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PETIT MAITRE. 


Weet-ſcented Sir, accept a friend's advice, 
»Tis female counſel, and in courſe tis nice. 

Be not alarm'd, I will not ſhock your pride, 
With maſculine reproach ; but pray do hide 
Your inſignificant, diſguſting air; 
Nor think to captivate by what you wear: 
That affectation, ſimper, and falſe taſte 
Diſcard ; ſeek common ſenſe, tis fit you haſte, 


With men of parts converſe, throw off the fop, 


You may learn at Arth'r's, or Betty's ſhop, 

Here Faſhion reigns, good ſenſe, high life is ſeen, 

They play, 'tis true, but never take you in : 
G 3 Suppoſe 
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1s great, aſpiring, acts the noble part; 
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Suppoſe you looſe a thouſand pound or fo, 
The company is good, for this you go; 
To gain experience, quinteſſence of wit, 
Drink ſparkling wine, and every thing that's fit 
To animate your ſou], teach you to ſoar 


7 


Above yourſelves; dreſs, perfumes and what 


more; 
Your fortune — no, that muſt not, cannot be, 
Prudence forbids, and here your will is free : 
The fault's in you, if you exceed its bounds, 
Not in the plate, where honeſt Fame reſounds. 
If an unthinking few have acted wrong, 
By ſtraining points which could not laſt them 

A 


Themſelves the only cauſe of all their pain; 


Nor can with honour ought but that arraign. 
Well, my ſoft, pretty Sir, will you be good, 
Take my advice, as every fribble ſhou'd ; 

Not vainly think that geſture, form, and dreſs, 
Will want of ſenſe atone; it can't expreſs | 
That you have any beauty of the mind, : 
Fools may be brilliant, tho' in knowledge blind. 
At Ranelagh indeed, where crouds ſo flock, 


One may admire, loftinefs of look, 


Whether the head is rais'd to ſhew the heart 


Fain 
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Fain would exceed all ranks of noble fame, 
To gain ſuperior praiſe and raiſe a name. 
Not cauſe two ladies wear their hair ſo high, ! 
One, as her huſband ſays, was forc'd to buy, 
Determin'd all the others to outvie, 
Unfortunate indeed, this little fair, 
Ambitious to have all, and griefs to ſhare ; 


That Grace attentive walking by her ſide 
But Lady all divide. 


the favours 


Ladies, I beg your pardon, tis not you 


I would inſtru; your taſte is juſt, *tis — new. 
The beaus I would addreſ-, bid them reform, 
Bravely reſolve to check the impending ſtorm, 
Which is in embrio, ripening with much ſpeed, 
Rapid its courſe, urg'd by the preſent need; 
Adopt ney; meaſures, let your judgment ſpeak, 
And boldly too avoid the coward ſneak : 
Not like ſome new blown coxcombs I could 
name, | 
Who lurk in corners, conſcious of that ſhame 
With which they mean to ſtain ſome lovely fair, 
Whoſe innocence induces her to hear 
His ſeeming friendſhip ; but is ſoon diſmay'd, 


F inding the hook beneath that bait was laid. 


Whiſperings of nothing, or what perhaps is worſe, 
Delicacy forbids me to rehearſe. 
5 „ Externally 
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Externally they are fine, but look within, 
Ignorance and pride, oſtentation, ſin, 
There reigns alone; your company's a peſt; 
Your converſation, when tis at the beſt, 
Is nonſenſe all, diſguſting to the ſoul. 
Wonder not then, unable to controul 
One ſingle ſenſe, that you ate ſlighted thus; 
deem a coxcomb as the greateſt curſe 
That can befal me all my whole life thro”, 
Had rather that my breath I'd never drew, 
Than mix with ſuch who wantonly upbraid 
What they ſhould cheriſh with their ſtrongeſtaid 2 
The very means they uſe to gain their end, 
Serves to protect ; our ſtars propitious ſend 
Us rays of .light, to prove their dark deſign 
Is to deſtroy our peace, make us reſign 
That charm, which they themſelves, to virtue 

loſt, 
Would oon upbraid us for, by ignorance taught. 
A conſolation this, your want of power 
E're to diſturb one dear delightful hour : 
Not that I think, pray underſtand me right, 
All men like you, unable torequite 
A truſting faith : no, far be it from-my heart ; 
I've proofs convincing, fully, not in part. 
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To the reverſe, four years in pleaſure paſt, 
Too much for mortal more than thoſe to laſt: 
With men of ſenſe, good breeding, all refine, 


Gods, with what rapture, taſting this ſublime, 


The hours roll on the ſoul- addreſſing wit, 
Will pleaſe, inſtrut — with joy our ſenſes hit. 
Know this my ſpark, and if you mean to gain 
The leaft eſteem, improve your ſhallow brain; 
Repair to ſtudy, read both men and books, 
Then ſee how odious to your fancy looks, 
Thoſe ſhining baubles which you now admire 
With ſo much anxious care and fond deſire. 
Inform'd by knowledge tis the ſoul muſt pleaſe, 
No more with fooliſh trifles then you'll teaſe : 
Study yourſelf, and we ſhall ſtudy you, 
Gblerve this maxim in each thing you do: 
Let eloquence of eaſe with prud-nce join, 
(Good ſenſe, politeneſs, be the current coin ; 
You'll gain admittance where you with to go, 
We'll change the orders from the cruel No 
To Yes — my Lady is at home, entre, | 
Thus ſhall each Abigail be made to ſay. 
But if you ſtill perſiſt to ſeek your fall, 
The ſtorm ſhall come, and ſure *twill drown 
you all, | 


A CARD. 
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Eſpectful compliments I preſume to ſend, 


N My grateful heart would worth'er tribute 


blend, 


With thanks, for favour of the liſt, ſanction free, 


To which I have no claim; flill I fain would 
In your eſteem held worthy the ſinalleſt place 
Boldly I'd on, nor dread the leaſt diſgrace, 
To publiſh by ſubſcription will continue, 

And you that would animate my muſe anew, 
Are all intreated to fend your names in time, 
Erre I retire and quit this much-lov'd clime; 
If not encourag'd by your kind protection, 

I ne'er can hope to reach the leaſt perfection. 
Annually I'll write if you approve my choice, 
Bid me to proceed with one united voice : 


F 


be 


In 


In 
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In a Ade Bon perhaps you may find 


Something worth peruſing, which now is con- 
fin'd. 

In pitto it lavs cloſe lock'd up in that cheſt; 

By birth- right I had it, the key muſt not reſt. 

But if in a convent I ſhut myſelf up, 

Speculation will ceaſe, ſhall grieve to give up 

This delicious repaſt, more pleaſing to ſez 

Than Helicon mount, or Arcadia could be ; 

NeCtar'd goblets, liquor for the Gods divine, 

Cannot ſurpaſs this darling joy ſublime, 

Sneculation's the key of Nature I mean, 

In this tranſparent glaſs alone it is ſeen : 

| love it I own, 'tis the balm of my life, 

| view the rich crop, and avoid ev'ry ſtrife. 

The books are now open, you know where to 
ſend, 

If farther diſpos'd your protection to lend; 

On that will depend my future diſplay, 

| muſt ceaſe to write if you ſhould ſay nay. 


End of the FIRST VoLUMEs. 
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